A Brusque Young Cor sic an in Society
"Have I not told you that you are eternal youth? As
for your children, I shall love them, advance them with
me to fame and fortune. And whether you are rich or
poor, I care not. I too have been poor, with only my
sword and these." He touched his heart and forehead.
Then he seized her hands. "So small," he said, covering
them with kisses. "But I shall place crowns in them, pour
the wealth of the world in your lap."
Trembling all through, she pleaded with him to go,
to leave her alone with her thoughts.
He grew gentle. "And you will see me to-morrow?
Give me my answer then? Remember, when you give it,
that, as much as if you were Sanson, the executioner,
you hold my life in your hands."
She nodded, crying gently.
"Forgive me," he said, "for my great fault. But come,
dry those tears." He took out his handkerchief, attempt-
ing, not so clumsily now, to wipe them away. "To-morrow,
then, we shall both be happy."
It was his gentleness, as much as his persistence, that
after all told. But he left her to one more bad night,
since of his passion, which should have attracted her,
she was still afraid. With habit she might grow affec-
tionate ; but never could she dissemble an ardor to satisfy
such a lover, having had her day. Still, he was fascinat-
ing, no doubt of that, with his noble head, that smiling
Cupid's bow, and those beautiful eyes . . . and his gen-
tleness ; so she mused from her pillow. But he was not al-
ways gentle—so masterful at times, when she herself
wanted to reign. And even if she could hold him now, what
about when she was forty—fifty? If after marriage he
should cease to care? . . . There was no answer to that.
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